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. . . bade the Consul (his daughter Emma) a very reluctant
good-bye. Over the Atlantic for a few days, just snatched
from the jaws of death, so closely bound up with the darkest
phases of my life; it seems rather hard to have to rush away
from her for three days at a time.

These meetings of his are the best anaesthetics for the
pain at his heart:

I had unusual power. I made them laugh and shout and
wince and weep by turns. At least God did by me. I take
none of the credit, for my poor heart was flat and sore enough.

I feel like beginning life afresh this morning; my heart is
stirred with earnest desires to realize more of the indwelling
presence of God. What an opportunity for usefulness is mine.
" Who is sufficient for these things? " Oh, my Lord, my suffi-
ciency is of Thee.

Again and again he finds relief from his sorrows in the
love and enthusiasm of his followers:

Here is Ipswich . . . and such a glad welcome at the Sta-
tion, where the Soldiers almost danced for joy at the meeting
as I took my place on the platform. How Salvationists do
love one another, and how pleasant it is that they are not afraid
to show their affection.

But in the midst of these joyful manifestations of affec-
tion he comes upon places where the coldness or indiffer-
ence of the people' strikes a blow at his heart. For in-
stance, on Good Friday of this year he writes in his journal:

All days are very much alike to me, differing mainly as they
offer me the opportunity for greater or less usefulness. To-
day was supposed to represent a mighty chance in these Welsh
Valleys. 'But it did not prove to be the case. There were
games, concerts, football matches, fine weather in profusion,
while everywhere there was that indescribable holiday feeling
which seems to get all around the people like an atmosphere,
and makes it difficult to get the unsaved into the buildings or to
produce any definite or effective conviction in them when they
are there.

He moralizes, too, over lost opportunities:

Cecil Rhodes is dead. He has been ill, and dangerously ill
for some time. Now he is gone to his account. The S.A.